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CAUGHT IN THE ACT. 


“ Professor Morritt’s trance experiments have offected Poor Pa to such an extent that, heedless alike of his family’s feelings and his ignorance of hypnotism, 
he has plunged into the business of his own accord. As an assistant he has pressed into his services Iky Moses, who probably possesses a more unprincipled 
disposition than even Dad himself. Between them it seems they have been literally coining money, and would probably have gone on doing so for some time 
to come had it not been for Papa's unconquerable and regrettable passion for ‘ Unsweetened.’ ’»—Toortsis. 


REALISM IN THE NURSERY. TARDY THE POISONER. 


——— 


I. 

In the year 1827 a neatly-dressed man of a rather dark 
complexion and a grave countenance set up as a doctor and 
dentist at Havannah, in the island of Cuba. His name wae 
Alexander Tardy, and he was one of the most consummate 
scoundrels the world ever p 3 

He had in his time served as steward on board a passenger 
ship, from which employment he was discharged under the 
dark suspicion of having poisoned the captain. Again, on 
another vessel, where several of the passengers were 
poisoned, he accused the cook, a black man, who was tried 
and executed, protesting his innocence to the last. On still 
another ship, according to the long account of his crimes 
from which we take these particulars, “he practised the 
same horrid crime by infusing arsenic in the food of the 
passengers; but this time he did not altogether escape 
eo ge being seized and condemned to seven years’ 

ard labour in one of the penitentiaries.” How it was he 
was not either hanged or acquitted is, however, not clearly 
explained. Nor is it stated whether, in his next appearance 
as a tooth extractor and vendor of pills and potions, he 
gained money and reputation. 

The doctoring trade he scems to have adopted as a blind 

S to lull suspicions, whilst a diabolical scheme hatchiing in 
eo his brain was nothing less than murdering the whole crew 
Ob, mamma ! please come and make Freddy behave himself.” “We're playing at exccutions, and tre keeps on turning black in the face!” and passengers of some richly-laden ship and making ship 


“129, 
awe 
“s 
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and cargo his own. Toaccomplish this he must have accomplices, 
and these he found in the persons of Pepe, Felix and Courro, three 
Spaniards of loose character who had been well accustomed to 
scenes of violence and would stick at nothing. 

The vessel which was pitched upon by these wretches was the 
American brig, Crawford, commanded by Captain Brightman, at 
the time loading with molasses, coffee and sugar, and about to sail 
for New York. The Crawford was a new vessel, and a slight indis- 
position of the captain led Tardy to believe that he might, in his 
professional character of doctor, gain his confidence, which would 
greatly facilitate his scheme. . 

It was agreed that Courro should go on board as Tardy’s servant, 
and that Felix and Pepe should go as cabin passengers, passing for 
merchants on their way to New York to iad a vessel to be 
employed in the African trade ; and to make this story more pro- 
bable, a strong box was procured, filled with iron and lead, and 
represented as containing seventeen thousand dollars in gold, In 
the meanwhile, by the aid of a discharged Custom House clerk, a 
set of false papers was procured to show to the proper authorities. 

On May 28th the good brig Cramford set sail. It was manned 
by the following crew: Dobson, mate; Dolliver, Bicknell, Potter 
and Deane, seamen ; and Gibbs, a coloured man, who acted as cook, 
Besides Captain Brightman there were a Mr. Robinson, part owner 
of the brig, a Spaniard called Ginoulhiac, an American, and an 
Irish carpenter, whose names are not mentioned. All these were 
doomed to death, 

Tardy and his three accomplices were also on board, all quiet- 
looking men with nothing romantic about them, but ali carrying, 
concealed on their bodies, long, sharp knives, with which the 
murders were presently to be done. 

One morning, after the vessel had been at sea a few days, the 
wind being light and the weather fair, Mr. Robinson, the cabin 
passengers, and Dobson, the mate, sat down to breakfast on the 
deck, Captain Brightman was still confined to his berth, but Dr. 

ly acted as master of the ceremonies, and hel the mate to 
e bacon and cocoa. Very shortly afterwards Dobson was 
ps nd with a violent headache and sickness. Tardy recommended 
an emetic, but Mr. Robinson advised him not to take it, but to lie 
down on his mattress in the open air on deck, and here he lay till 
eight in the evening, when the vomiting s 

atching his opportunity, Robinson whispered his suspicion to 
him that the Spaniards had made an attempt to poison them, as 
all the crew were sick. Dobson, the mate, alike uneasy in mind 
and body, went down to his cabin, little dreaming, however, what 
horrors were about to occur. 

° e e °* * * 
LATEST FROM ALEXANDRY. 0. 


(Neat week, “ Tardy the Poisoner,” will be continued.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Influenza, H. F. WALLAND, That's the reason, nothing less. 
sorry MICK, wwe cannot tell you, Probably it’s in the t a ony 
tan lighted, Captain; You can please yourself, F. J. Very mue: 
obliged. for cuttings, Which you send us,H. E. Day. Sorry that 
we can't advise you, It's a pe case, FF, Not at present, 
thank you, HOLLAND; Mang thanks for letter, JEF¥Y. Not the 
space to spare, A WORKER; For three ha'pence, WILFRED B 

‘hat's a thing on which, SUBSCRIBER, ALLY can’t with you agree’ 


—~o— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 33. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
‘ In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
‘THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 
Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


—_——_>—_—_ 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ha age to mect 
with his or her hin a Railway Accident to Train in 
which they are tracelling, in any part of the United Zengden, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Howiwar” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


—__—_~—_—— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——— 


SCENE—An eating match. Mr. Gorger sill eat a whole leg of 
mutton at one sitting, ctc. 
Backer. 1 say, Gorger, you're sure you can do it, eh ?—'cos I’ve 
put all my pile on you. 
Gorger. Bless yer, dear boy, I can do it right enough. Why, I 
ate one before I left home this morning, just to try. 


* 

Mrs. Catteup. Well, of course, my dear, 1 ho; 
offence, but I shouldn't think of lettin 
herself as you do yours, without somebody to Jook after her. 

Mra, Ratteup. No doubt you are right, my dear. Of course you 
know what your girl's weaknesses arc, 

s 


s 
“You keep good hours,” her father cried, 
“You keep from unrighteous men ; 
You keep your temper, whate'er betide, 
And you keep the Commandments Ten. 
You keep your brain ever cool and clear ; 
You keep from worry and strife ; 
But I wont let you marry my pasniee dear : 


you won't take 
my daughter go out by 


You're unable to keep—a wife 
ss 


= 
Intelligent New Zealander, The old-fashioned habit of kissing 
under the misletoe be ary to have gone out in England entirely. 
The New Woman, Well, yes ; you see the average woman nowa- 
days if she wants to be kissed doesn’t care whether there's any 
mistletoe hanging over her or not, and if a man won't kiss a girl 


because there's none of it about, why he isn't worth being kissed. 
ss 


s 
Fi riend. And how much do you think you have lost by the fire, 
now? 
Merchant (whose warehouse has been destroyed). Well, to tell 
you the truth, the evening papers differ so much on the subject, 
that I’m beginning to feel almost doubtful myself. 


AULY SLOPER’S.HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 568.—The “Crocus” Costume. 


Pure Professor. In speaking of “ man- 
Philos I say “man” because “man” 
josophically embraces “woman.” 
(A Voice: Yus, and unphilosophic- 
ally too, sometimes.) ( Loud laughter.+ 


“Say, Gencia', why do they dress 
soldiers in red coats?” “It's a cool 
colour, to face the en my with -it 
wont run.” 


q 

; att 
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r ' 

f 

I 

t 
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So you are a horrid new woman, I presume ? 


Elderly Person (grimly 
Person, you are a horrid old woman, I presume? 


Young 


es, 


“Do you think my poctry dcli- 
cate?” a Very. Ishould recommend 


ame 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No, 48,—Loftie, 


_ —- 


: Saturday, March 13, 1895, 


ri Sea @ Wet Prening. 
Host (to visitor). Hallo, old man! What, come downstairs again) 
I thought you were asleep, What's the matter? ‘ 
Visitor. I—I tell you the truth, ole man: I—I—I can't shje.., 
witha re ae in my room. I 
le < ue rege yon on oe ie erated = 
isitor, low out , ah, yes, I cven tr! t ‘ 
cold, the flame wash froshen quite stil, ttah sho 
First Burglar. Well, bin through the old cove's pockets 
Second Bucgtar, ie through Gator and ‘Leyes bei 
‘apenny in one on ‘em: ‘is bloomin’ old woman ‘ad the start on us. 


s 

Jones, What on earth is the matter with Brown? 

Smith. Why, he is sub-editor on a jady's paper. 

Jones, What has that to do with his ing such a wreck? 

Smith, ge res, | They e him sample all the patent 
medicines, and try all the complexion washes and toilet prepars. 
tions. If he wasn't as strong as a horse, he'd have been dea 
months ago. *,° 


Home she carried her new Spring hat— 
Her new spring hat to show him. 
“Oh, don't you think, dear husband, that 
It is really a perfect Lad 
“ A poem, indeed !” was her husband's whine, 
“A poem that’s hatefully horrid. 
That poem has emptied this purse of mine ; 
Soa poem I call it, whose every line 
Is penned on my careworn forehead ! 
ses 

Mrs. Boastley. My gal’s husband don't constrict her to nothin 
as far as money pie, and when I saw her last she told me as oe 
ae bowehs her an ‘orse, so as she could have a decanter in Rotten 

w eve y. 

Mra. Canterbans, Well, I can't say as I holds with them there 
total ‘stainers, but for a gal of her age to have a whole decanter to 
herself is—beggin’ your parding, Mrs. B.—a great deal too much, 
in my opinion, *° 

WHEN your cook leaves you for no other reason than that she 
“wants a change,” you may safely lay a tiver to a rabbit pie that 


her pet policeman has put on another beat. 
ss 
Young Sharpshins. What is the difference, dad, between steal. 


ing and kleptomania? 

Old Sharpshins, Why, my son, if you take what you don’t want, 
it’s kleptomania ; but if you sneak anything you do want—such as 
a loaf of bread when you are sturving—why, that’s stealing. 

ss 


s 
MANY young and gallant Bloperites will bear us out in saying 
that it’s a pretty hard task to tell a sweet, blushing girl that you 
love her ; but, bless you, it's nothing to when you . to tell her 


you find after all you don't. *,° 


ry aad Friend, And look here, old man, if I were you I'd drop 
whisky. 

Mappington, That's just what I have done, my boy, for years— 
down my throat. we 


Mrs. Briaocs has dain 


dresses, 
Mrs. Crane much wealt! 


possesses, 
T3. has fame unbounded, 
Mrs. Lent’s in lore well-grounded. 
Mrs. Lydiate-Lane has not 
Wealth, or fame, or beauty 
Yet Briggs, and Crane, and Duff, and Lent 
Are filled with envious thoughts, anent 
The prouder, more patrician dame 
Who's got a hyphen in her name. 


* 
At the Restaurant. 
Firat Man. But I say, my dear fellow, pray countermand one of 
those steaks you ordered for me, I can’t possibly eat two. 
Second Man (who's been there before). Oh, yes, you can, my boy, 
you'll be quite hungry enough by the time you get ‘em. 
ss 
a 
Dealer. Now, 1 have a very fine picture here I can sell you a 
bargain—* The Banditti.” After Murillo. 
Wealthy Glue Maker (who loves to pose asa connoisseur). H'm 
yes—not bad. What do you say it is—The Banditti after Murillo: 
ell, I can see the Banditti, but where the deuce is Murillo? 


No petty misfortune that can overtake us is £0 thoroughly 
annoying as that which precludes all possibility of putting the 
blame on someone else. ee 

s 

Mra. Grumbleton. You miserable thing, you! I could have 
married two men twice as well off as you. 

Mr. Grumbleton, 1 wish to Heaven you had. 

Mrs, Grumbleton. Why, you apology fora man? Why? 

Mr, Grumbleton. Why? erm) daze would have been in prison 
for bigamy now if you had, that’s all. [ More ructions, 

ss 


= 
Charley. Yes, I'm sure you'll like my family, they're so very 
nice and unpretentious. You'd hardly believe it, but—— 
Gertie, But what? 
Charley. 1 don't think I've even heard any of them brag about 
ine once. ee 
s 


Young Mother (who has prevented Unele Jack getting his usual 
Sorty winks). Now, Uncle Jack, 1 should like to know what you 
consider the best thing on which to feed babies? 

Uncle Jack (with unutterable looks). Strychnine! 


A long, long time has carecred away 
Since the date of the siege of Troy ; 
And several months have ela) since gay 
King John was a hobbledehoy. 
But I’ve found, to my sorrow and rage and pain 
That a longer time than these will be ta’en 
If a message, to travel n mile or twain, 
You entrust with a Messenger Boy. 
ss 


s 
Maui (plain, but oofy). You can't imagine, dear, what a terrible 
lot of proposils I have to refuse every month. 
Eva (pretty and penniless), Oh, yes, love; some men are *0 
desperately hard up they'll do almost anything. 
ss 


s 
; a friend, Old Flintskinner is a man of means, I’ve been 
old, 


Second Friend, Oh, yes; and a man of meannesses as well. 
ss 


s 
Tempsrance Advocate. Now, what is it that strikes you most 
forcibly after you get intoxicated ? 
lene ton, Well, it all depends; but I fancy lamp and bed- 
posts divide the honours. 


READ THE NEW TALE OF LIFE IN LONDON. 
WARHAWKS; 
Or, the Mysteries of the City, 


ASTOUNDING REVELATIONS OF SECRET SOCIETIES, 
Appearing Weekly in 


LARES? 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


Etc. 


Saturday, March 16, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE TIVOLI-ING. 


— eS 


WHo was it that christened the Tivoli Music-hall? 

The name must bring back to elderly people memories of 
Gravesend in its 
palmy days, 
Among Mam. 
ma's books is a 
guide to Graves- 
end she bought 
when a girl. 
There is between 
the pages in one 
part, tlat and 
withered, a for- 
get-me-not. 
enquired of Ma 
if poor Pa had 
given it her, and 
she said “ Don't 
ask questions.” 
There was, per- 
chance, romance 
in Ma's early 
days. And why 
not? 

What a funny 
guide it is, It, in 
% Way, patronises 
Gravesend and 

ts it on the 

ack. It says 
the interior of 
the theatre “is 
fitted el in 8 
very neat style, 
which is but 
faintly portrayed by the exterior. Here Harley ‘strutted his hour’ 
and Kean received a hearty rece .”” It says of Penny’s Library 
that it is “an institution embracing all the attractions usual with the 
libraries of ioe | — ; andall, it is but justice to say, upon the 
most complete and liberal scale.” It describes the Victoria Gardens, 
the Canal tavern and gardens, Windmill Hill, the Gipsy House, 
and Mill barn, and, fi , Tivoli tavern and tea gardens, of which 
last it says : ‘The gro attached to the house—which are laid 
out with considerable taste and judgment—are prepared for 
pigeon-shooting, archery, and trap-ball ; and for the accommoda- 
tion of parties who sojourn here for refreshments, marquees and 
tents are pitched on the lawn, as well as ‘pleasant bowers’ erected 
in various parts of the lens. For the amusement of the 
uvenile branches a swing is slung, and a band of music is always 
in attendance.” 

What a vortex of pleasure was then to be found in tnose far-off 
happy oars at Gravesend. “ Not- 
withstanding,” eays the guide “ the 
celebrity of various long-estab- 
lished watering places situated on 
the different parts of the sea 
poe = at a have Leg 

jonow y_the presence o 
Royalty and Fashion, to few of 
them will the town of GRAVESEND 
give place in the estimation of 
the candid and discerning visitor.” £ 
Poor Gravesend! What is it like 
now? Where is its Tivoli! Re- 
moved to the Strand? Let us take 
a hansom and go and see. 

I see by the Entr'acte that the 
Tivoli is doing wonderfully well 
as with its splendid situation an 
spirited management it ought to 

0. 

, Here we have R. G. Knowles 
just back dae China orn = 
new songs. too, he 
giant from the Pavilion, still 
a-growing and a-blowing. Here 
is our jie, as lively as ever. 
Here are theclever Brothers Horne. 
Here is Marie Coll: always 
attractive. Here is Sam fern ; 
I am_ glad to see him again. 
Here is Arthur Lennard with his 
latest 8 Florrie Gallimore, 
and a host of talent, but it is only Marie Collins. 
last week, it seems to me, that I — 

described them all at one of the other Music-halls, 

The show, however, is anyhow an_ excellent one. There are 
very few of the artistes who will not bear seeing again and again 
at very short intervals. 1 recommend you at an early date to give 
~ ual a — in. u 

Vv way, Sir Augustus Harris, at the Music-hall Benevolent 
Fund dinner the other day, said some very sensible things about 
Music-halls, He said he knew that there were many who tried to 
draw a distinction between the dramatic and Music-hall professions, 
He was one of those who could not quite understand the diffcr- 
ence. He was sometimes told the two professions were antagonistic, 
that the higher walks of art belonged to one or the other, but he 
roves he had mind large enough to look on whatever little 
jealousies might exist in the way they should be looked upon, and 
try and smooth over any difficulties between the two. Why should 


| | {H\\{ 
will ll 


| u 


iT Wl 


x 


The Brothers Horne, 


not the Music-hall artist be allowed to be as good asany other? for 
an artist was an artist wherever found. 

But what an outcry such sentiments would have raised a few 
years ago. We are getting on. The old Puritanical ideas are 
funding away. We shall live to see some strange things yet if we 
live long enough, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLorer's PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
SCRIPTI 


On 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
oe all Stomachic Atfections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of reath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


THE TESTIMONY OF 
A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. 


10 Manor Park, Redland Road, Bristol, 
January 19th, 1895. 

DEAR Sirs—Many thanks for box of PILLS received. 
Tam not a believer in medicines as a rule, but not feeling 
well at the time the PILLs arrived, I was tempted to try 
them—the result was that I benefited greatly by taking 
them. I have sworn by them ever since,and have dosed 
several persons with them, the result being good in each 
case, Tam a Professional Nurse, and for me to recommend 
your PILLS means great things with the public, as I have 
been hitherto a non-believer of medicine in any form, T 
shall continue to recommend them in my travels, 


Yours cery faithfully, (MISS) E. EVERITT. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 
SEND 932 IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co., 
909 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, 5.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


WITH AND WITHOUT RESTRAINT. 

TuE Fancy Ball was at its giddiest height, and none had 
extracted more genuine fun out of it than Teddy Grinderlick 
who'd come—the wag !—as a Pound of Sausages. (Somehow or 
other, the wearers of such eccentric dresses get more fun than the 
Charles the Firsts, or the Windsor uniformed, or the Claude 
Duvals ; suppose the girls think there’s more natural humour in 
the fellows). But Mrs. Grinderlick was there—she was Anne of 
Cleves—and, just as A Pound of Sausages was about to escort 
Florence Nightingale, with whom he had just finished a dance, to 
a seat near a table, there to partake of the cup that—well, pays all 
the teetotaler’s taxes—Anne of Cleves came up and said, ever so 
sweetly: “You really may not stay another instant, Teddy. 
Remember, you've a good deal of business on hand to-morrow, 
so I'm sure this lady will excuse you, and you can go and get 
my mantle out of the cloak room.” 

‘And Teddy went. Five minutes later A Pound of Sausages and 
Anne of Cleves stepped into a four-wheeled cab together, and 
hardly had the echo of the banging of the door, and the linkman's 
shout of “Clap’am Road” died away, than Anne of Cleves drew 
her fur-lined cape more tightly about her and remarked : . 

“You double-dyed, faise-hearted, two-faced scorpion! Think 
I'm blind as well as idiotically, foolishly forgiving, eh? Oh, but 
I'm not, Edward Grinderlick, and you never made such a mistake 
in the whole of your natural dot if you think that this night's 
doings will be effaced in a hurry! Oh, you carneying, oily- 
tongued Lucifer! How nicely you thought you'd me for 
the evening when you told me you thought it would be best for us 
both to keep near the Hart Street exit so that when either felt 
tired the other might know it, and then deliberately bolted to 
another portion of the house where, lulled in false security, you 
thought to flirt with a hussy of a hospital nurse! Oh, you deep, 
conniving, double-dealing snake! Please goodness, as soon as I've 
had my breakfast to-morrow morning, if I don't take the dear 
children—poor angels, that they should ever have to know it!— 
and go to my dear mother. It will certainly break her heart, but 
her life’s blood will lie at etd door! Don't answer me, sir, strike 
me, if you like, and I will r it, as I have had to bear——” 

The cab pulled up with a jerk. In the dim grey light of morn- 
ing Mrs. Grinderlick could descry a steep flight of steps leading to 


an imposing-looking building. Just then cabby appeared at thedoor, 
“1 beg ver pardin, missis,” he said, “ but I can't ‘ave no fightin’ 
in this cab. Now ’ere's the Nashernal Sportin’ Club: I dessay 


they're up—jest step inside and finish it out in the ring while I 
wait for yer!” 
——— 
AN ALL-SUFFICIENT REASON. 

THEY had been skating at Niagara Hall—you know, real ice 
roofed in—and with a ruddy glow of rude health upon their 
cheeks, a glow that made her appear the more beautiful and he 
the more manly, they dawdled round the outer edge together. 

* And to think,” he said, with the tiniest increase in pressure 
imaginable upon the arm that was linked in his, “that we only 
met yesterday ! Isn't it quite tov romantic?” 

“Oh, [ don’t know,” she said. 

“There’s one thing I want you to promise me,” he urged, 
dropping his voice to a whisper. 

“And what ia that?” 

“ That our engagement shall not last over a fortnight!" 

The stipulation seemed rather to distress her; with a pretty 
little pout she asked ; 

“ And why, dear?” 

“ Well—er,” he replied, somewhat delicately, “it’s rather in this 
way : you see there's no racing going on just now at which a fellow 
can ‘get a bit,’ and it’s tive bob a time to come in here of an 
afternoon!” ; 

The proud girl withdrew her arm from his, and bestowed upon 
him a sneer which, for freezing properties, would have been a 
fortune to the management, as she turned on her “acme’s” and 
disappeared amongst the throng, and now the heartbroken cavalier 
apes the recommencement of racing, when he hopes to “ get 
a bit”—takes what skating he requires on the Cat and Mutton 
ponds at Hackney. 


A CERTAINTY. 


— 


IT was one afternoon when Colonel Lushington and { were in 
the saloon bar at the Conservatory in Maiden Lane, and a fellow 
came in and pre- 
sently began to 
boast about the 
amount of money 
he had spent in 
his time on the 
Ml pio and con- 
cluded by saying 
that no matter 
how hard afellow 
tried he could 
not spend fifty 
pounds in one 
day on drink. Of 
course the} 
Colonel laughed. > 
Sod . 

“You may 
laugh,” said this 
bloke. “But 
it's true, and 
what’s more, I'll 
bet you ten quid 

ou can "t do 


“T'll take that,” 
says the Colonel, 
with eagerness, 
“It's a certainty. 
But — er — er — 
how about—er— 
igh the 

ty pounds to 
come from? I 
think I have somewhat anticipated my half-pay, and——" 

“That's all right,” said the stranger, “I'll find that.” 

Well, arrangements were soon made. The Colonel was to start 
at ten o'clock in the morning, and go on until closing time, to 
where he liked, and to stand drinks at each pub. Baker, the 
stranger, was to follow and see fair. 

At ten o'clock the next morning we were at the Conservatory 
pecctanly. Two or three customers had evidently received a 

int of what was going to happen, and we opened five bottles of 
ea earty, saves, aan nly € ds ten spent,” said th 

early eleven and only two poun n 8 i e 
Colonel. “We must hurry up, old an” 208 

“ Where are you going!” asked I. “To the West End?” 

“Not much,” answered the Colonel. “They don't know how 
to drink in the West End. I shall work down the Strand and 
through Fleet Street. All went well up to about three o'clock. 
We called at Pounceby's, £1 10s.; then over to Romana, £3 10s. ; 
then we took the Savoy Palace, the Wellington, and the Gaiety, 
which reckoned up £8 between them. After this [ lost count for 
a time. 1 5 
pose it was 
excitement. 
When I woke up 
1 found that we 
were in a ° 
som, 

“ Fact bef old 
man,” said the 
Colonel, “it’s 
seven o'clock, 
and there's 
twenty-five 
pounds to spend 


“Tl take that,” says the Colonel. 


Peckham, That's 

a fine thirsty 

neighbourhood. 
I told that 


every house in 
Peckham, but as 
to the truth of 
that statement I 
can’t answer. 1 
remember The 
Hanover, The 
George, The 
White Horse, and 
another. 

Again I found myself in  enb, and discovered that we were 
wending our way to Clapham Junction. “Only two hours left 
and ten pounds more to spend,” snid the Colonel. We had a capital 
time at The Plough, and we then went into a working man’s house, 
but he refused to drink with us and threatened to punch our heads. 

We visited three more pubs., then who should turn up but Baker. 

“ How are you getting on?” asked he. 

“Sh’all ri’,” eaid the Colonel, who, I’m afraid, must have been 
getting rather tipsy. ‘On’y got five pounds to spen’.” 

“You'll have to look sharp,” observed Baker, pointing to the 
clock, and then we saw that it was on the stroke of half-past twelve. 
Even as we were looking came the dreaded words : 

“TIME, GENTLEMEN, PLEASE!” 

“Too bad, too bad,” sobbed the Colonel. “ Four pounash left, and 
can’t shpend it.” Then, overcome by his emotions, he colla 6 

Colonel Lushington is a very heavy man ; however, we ged 
him along some ey and then Baker said : 

“I'm bally well not going to move him any further.” 

“What can we do with him?” I asked. 

“Don’t care tuppence,” was the heartless reply, and then a 
brilliant idea 
struck me. 

Just opposite, 
on the dark side 
of the y 
the railway line, 
was a heap of 
snow which had ; , \ 
been taken off ’ IA \X/ SN 


hs. | HANKS. SN 
gr beck to a He] AN \F \\ \\ 


where they were 
mendin the 


Threatened to punch our heads. 


* 8a : ; : : ¥ 
a and, bring one : S i N 
of those red ; 
lanterns.” 

Baker soon re- 
turned with the 
lantern, and fas- 
tening that to 
his feet, we rested 
his head on the 
snow and left 
him to his reflec- 
tions. 

And now as 
to the result. 
My wife has 
queries with me because she says Icame home drunk. Colonel 

sUshington won't speak to me, because, he says, it’s my fault that 

he has the lumbago, and Baker is going to sue me for half the £50, 
for he declares that I drank half the liquor, and so ought to pay 
my share of the moncy. Buse ingratitude !!1 


Left Lim to his reflections, 


ae 


| 
| 
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like to see George take his mater on 


BIGAMOUS. , She (who 1s tired of his attentions). T Uke @ man who is alles sce George take hi 
Aunt. And what is your intended, A ine, handsome, courageous kind—— y are 80 heavy. How nice it 
49. and hsberdasher, aus “tif He, happoge deed make me feel quite bashful. Though 1 would be to lose a bad husban? and a mother-in- 
He loves the ice and danger fears not, Aunt. Tailor—and—Haberdasher ? Good gracious! know it is the general impression, no one before has told law in one fell swoop.”—Eztract from Letter uf 
He dashes madly—warnings hears not, would not one man be sufficient ? me this to my face. Young Lady. 


©,° AMiss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 2 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


It was so preciously cold at Battersea during the late arctic weather that 
A. SLOPER thought he would try and warm himself a bit by taking a run. over to 
Russia to interview Gencral Gourko, whose t from the Governor-General- 


ship of Poland ‘ no doubt, invader and might——'” “Stop! 
the costume-of Count Ladislaus, A. SLOPER presented himself to the General.—(1) —_ prevarication, who might, I ent “Damned if I know!" replied the Emineut. 
Arderedhaigeordt dg aon il cried the General. “Why that Tomfool's dress?" Here “shen,” thundered the General, “what do you mean by singing of what you know 


nothing about?” “Oh, don't 1” said A. SLOPER.—(2) “How about the Polish 


No. 382,—Miss JOCELYN Barn. 
“Thrice, lovely maid, tell me I may but hope!" 
aia eas : —The Dook Snook. 


“ For she is my ideal of perfect beauty.” —Lord bob. 


“Oh! happy man who wins so fair a bride!" —The Hon. Billy. 


(1) “ Dang me,” said the Laird, “if McNab isna trespassin’ agip, the baggerbin !" and continued, 


drew his sword. 
replied the intrepid F.0.M., a.bit roused himself; ‘I came for a friendly interview. 
Put up your weapon, and beware how thou rousest the British Lion now slumbering 
within this chest!" and he banged his midriff in the heat-of the moment with such 


savage. You are wal teddy B want soothing ; stand still whi 


I soothe ye. In the 
words of my old pal, " 


Bow'd Down” “If 


dancers of my youthful days ?——(3) How about hastening to the poll as I have 
done in the glorious constitutional times, when a chap got jolly well paid for it’ 
Something to hasten for in those days.—(4) How about the Pole-star? Haven't I 
id many a brown to the old chap who had the big telescope at the foot of ohl 
{ungerford Bridge, to get a squint at it when I was a boy? How about the Pole- 
cat ?—but you know more about that than I do—you call 1t knout, I believe. How 
about——"——(5) Here A. SLOPER found it expedient to do what General Gourko 
did, when the Czar asked him—gracefully retire, with the can’ General 
immediately in his rear and thirsting for his blood. 


McNAB’S TRESPASSING, AND WHAT CAME OF IT. 
———s LEE == ~ 
LL _=F 


(2) “A tablet tae his memory will due nae harm,” said the Jaird. 


(3) And McNab raid, “Tablet or no tablet, aw'm nae deed yet.” 
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The e6imrbling-of. Stiggine: \ PINON SS \ 9, ee SS ; oS 


fn 


~ 


BW 
raclle-st 


Shorlarel -collaes-Oke -culee 


Rocked! iebhe- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


In spite of the fact that we are now in the midst of the month of March, its roaring has not yet here; But still we have not much to fear :— ratulations one and all, Well At with bat as 
affected ps to any considerable extent. What has come over his majesty, King Leo? Whowill beard = sell az ball :—A stand-up fight "twirt Oscar Wilde And Queensberry, a fous) child :—A 
him in his den and awaken him? But to business :—Beaten badly, Stiggins swears, And toa groggy bargeman takes his sleep, But Bobbie drags him from the deep.— lat-racing, { understand, 
warm place refers :— Without a doubt this ladies’ team, At ten stone each will draw the beam:— commences in a few days time, and the sharps are beginnins to look on py. Well, I don’t suppose 
The speedy Shorland hurries up, And manages to take the Cup:—The roaring lion ts once more there are many flats among my patrons.——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


A STRANGE COINCIDENCE. 


“OFF-SIDE!"” 
Hebe (to merchant-mendicant, in the act of entering). Now, then, 
this is not your side ! 
Merchant-Mendicant, Which és my side, then ? 
Hebe. Outride! 


IT _ WAS A CHESTNUT. 
Malle, Trapback. This is the costume I'm going to wear at the 


Fancy Ball, 

Himsambo. Oh! what are you going to call ? 

Adie, Trayback, Boa-dye-see-her, or the beauty. 
Boadicea, carly English Queen, you k 


now, 
Bimsambo, Yer, / know : it’s an early English wheeze. 


ON ACCOUNT OF THE FROST, 
Gus. Gwacious! What a collar ! 
Algy. Good idea, deah boy. Giad to be able to cover up my 
test law cub, “ Really, how odd, so am I! neck, Can't wash—no water in our parts, dontcherknow. 


Hostess, Good fons, dear ! is that all your music ? ” 
Musical Ana AL? Ub, no; my puskend'ta bringing the “Do you know I'm going to marry the handsomest man in London? 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


-_——>— 


THERE has been considerable outcrv of late, from certain quarters, 
against what is variously described as “Aldermanic gluttony,” 
“City Company sin- 
fulness,” and other 
equally unhappy and 
absurd titles. The 
Aldermanic gour- 
mand hasalways been 
the target for endless 
satirical shafts, anid 
— his fondness for real 

turtle and other epi- 
curean delights have 
furnished the would- 
be humorist with 
endless material for 
his sallies. But this 
outcry against *“ Cor- 
poration gorges” is, 
of course, rank non- 
sense. The City 
Companies are rich, 
and they give good 
dinners, as all who 
have experienced 
their hospitality can 
testify. But have 
they nota right to do 
as they like with their 
own? Do they rob 
anybody to pro- 
vide a banquet 
for their members? 
Again, no one can accuse them of meanness. A handsome response 
tu almost any deserving cause is the invariable result of an ap- 
peal to a City Company, whose charities, like their banquets, are 
always “done well.” ee 

s 


THE only thing yet unclaimed by the Daily Chronicle as bein 
the work of the Progressive: Party on the London County Council, 
is the bestowal on a long-suffering Public of “SLOPER’s PILLs.” 
Messrs, Gurden and Co., in producing 50 Pills for 9$d., have done 
quite as much good for the masses as the L.C.C. have done, or ever 
will do, ee 

ke 


Is spite of his success as a dramatist Oscar Wilde seems far 
from satisfied, and, sticking to the sensational, he has now made 
his appearance in the police-court. The development of his case 
is awaited with keen anxiety by, the multitude, 


Woman is on the war-path again, and the so-called “stronger 
sex” has been catching it hot in the columns of the Daily Zele- 
by a The concensus 
of feminine opinion, as 
expressed in the 
numerous epistles, 
points to the conclusion 
that whatever are 
woman's little weak- 
nesses, they are as 
naught beside those of 
man. A celebrated 
essayist once described 
woman's weaknesses as 
tea and talk, and he was 
unquestionably right 
about the latter. Man's 
weaknesses have never 
been shown up fully 
before, but they have 

m coming in for 
notice Jately, and no 
mistake. ¢ ¢ 

s 


WELL done, England. 
Well done, Australia. 
The fifth and last match 
of the series was indeed 
a battle of pants, and 
the vanquished is en- 
titled to almost as much 
credit as the victor. 


_Itis pleating to see that the leading spirit of the Empire agita- 
tion— Mr. Lidgett—has been knoc ot out of the L.C.C. As 
Herbert Campbell would say, let him agitate in his “own back 
yard, ee 
s 


THE foreign invader has again entered England, and up to the 
present has met with universal success. Carmencita, the Spanish 
dancer, and the invader in question, has taken London by storm, 
and has already enlisted thousands of its inhabitants under her 
banner. The bookings at the Palace Theatre are heavier now than 
they have ever been. ee 

s 


It is not true that “ Johnnies I Have Mashed,” from the pen of 
Miss Lardi Longsox, has been accepted by Larks ! Our mammoth 
ha'porth is no vessel for the vapid outpourings of literary amateurs, 
and besides, such a series would be positively endless, 


s 

Mr. OscaR WILDE'S latest work 1s professedly a “trivial ” one, 
but it is to be questioned whether it is not a far more acceptable 
contribution to dra- 
matic literature than 
any of the author’s more 
epee ig - The 
mportance eing 
Earnest is a clumsy 
title, but it is anything 
but a clumsy Play. It 
is, indeed, a ppily 
conceived well 
worked out farce, and 
despite the Oscar Wilde- 
ishness of the dialogue, 
the whole work is un- 
.questionably funny. It 
is fresh, BOve PAwane 
and enjoys anadvantage 
seldom accorded to 
pieces of its character, 
of Lec Behl beg by 
a very high-class com- 
pany. Mr. George Alex- 
ander’s return to the 
lighter drama, is really 
arefreshing change, and 
the plucky and talented 
actor-manager deserves 
all congratulations. 7he 
Importance of Being 
Larnest should run to 
the conclusion of the 
coming season, at least. 


SEVERAL large landed properties, we are told, have been disposed 
of during the last few weeks. We can quite understand it. They 
have, doubtless, been purchased by the plumbers or skate manu- 
facturers, who made their pile during the big frost. 


and 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Ix response toa proseing invitation from the management, together 
with promises of unlimited “ Unsweetened,” A. SLOPER the other 
evening paid a visit to the 
South London Palace. To 
assert that he was delighted 
with the reception would only 
convey ina very minor degree 
his real feelings, Upon enter- 
ing the box which had been 
especially set apart for his 
accommodation, the house rose 
at him as one man, and cheered 
him enthusiastically, The en- 
tertainment provided at this 
palatial establishment is really 
& first-class one, and the pro- 
gramme includes the names of 
some of the best variety turns 
on the Music-hall stage. 


s 
LEONI CLARK, the cat king, 
asserts that the most difficult 
animal to train is the domestic 
cat. Pussy, it seems, is a 
bundle of sensibilities. Any- 
thing puts it out. But nothing, 
we should say, more success- 
fully than a substantially-made 
ten sized boot, 
s 
THE Skunk will most cer- 
tainly noét start for the Lincoln 
Handicap next week. It is 
more than probable, though, 
that he will start for the abode 
of the Aristocratic Battersian purveyor who supplies the Sloper 
establishment with cat's meat. *\° 


OwINc to the hard weather and the Influenza, the building of A. 
rel igi ecg the Zvotsie Belle, had to be temporarily aban- 
doned. ork has, however, been res and the magnificent 
vessel is fast nearing completion. It will be a feté day when it's 
launched, you bet; and as to the America Cup, it’s ALLY’s to a 
dead cert this time. ee 

s 


A DAILY paper calls attention to the vast number of celebrities 
who have fallen victims to the Influenza, A, SLOPER considers 
himself most fortunate in having hitherto escaped. 


s 
A RESPECTABLY dressed woman anxiously inquired of a London 
magistrate whether she was compelled to keep a lazy husband. 
The stipendiary’s answer in the peers was quite in accordance 
with Mrs. Sloper's. opinion, and she ought to know, as she has 
turned her husband out of her house on more occasions than any 
other woman in London, *,° 


A. SLOPER begs to congratulate both 
The battle was splendidly fought all 
honours drawn 
easy each Party 
should be content 
to rest upon its 
laurels. The 
Moderates, of 
course, can claim 
a moral victory, qi 
but when the fact * 
is taken into con- 
sideration that 
this does not 
mean areal voting 
majority, the ad- 
vantage derived 
— it . hee eer 
great. ere Wi 
doubtless be high 
jinks in Spring 

ardens _ before 
many days havo 
passed. » « 
s 


ives and Moderates. 
long the line, and with 


THE Mil- 
dewed Mound 
has this day con- 
ferred the “Award 
of Merit” upon G. ALLAN BROCKMAN, because he knows how 
to produce the “HAL¥-HOLIDAY,.” “Feyther,” chortled the 
Asure-Orbed, “ow is it ’e ain't ‘ad it before? Fora man what ‘ns 
to puzzle his brains weekly a-trying to decipher your awful fist. 'e 
ought to ‘ave the Victoria Cross at least, to say——” But here the 
A very promptly resented these personal observations, and the 
usual demand for “brown ” and vinegar followed. 


It has just come to A. SLOPER'S knowledge that a most unique 
club exists in Cardiff. The F.O.M. always prided himself upon 
his originality, but when compared to the eccentricities of the 
members of “Ye Ancient Black Lion Hotel Social Snuff and 
Smoking Society ” his general behaviour is that of an unborn babe. 
A few evenings back the Snuffers met and feasted at the Black 
Lion Hotel under the guiding and gentle influence of the president, 
Mr. J. Marsh. It appears that the consumption of snuff at these 
meetings is terrible. The whole thing resolves itself into one 
prolonged and mammoth sneeze. | 


has given vent to the 
by an extended fit of 


s 
A WELL-KNOWN medical igri a 
assertion that the influenza is preced 
yawning. This is very 
serious news, indeed, ns 
the SLOPER staff must be 
suffering from chronic 
influenza. In fact, there 
is more yawning done at 
the Sloperies than real 
hard work. Unfortu- 
nately, too, this state of 
things is in existence in 
the‘summer, as well as in 
the winter. | . 


= 

THE electiuneering offi- 
cer called at Mildew 
Court, and in the absence 
of the Eminent, inquired 
of Mrs. 8. if her husband 
was a Moderate. “Mod- 
erate, indeed,” cried the 
good ey, thinking only 
of the Old ’Un's capacity 
for . * Moderate, 'ow 
I wish ’e was ; but it ain’t 
no use your leavin’ tem- 
perance trac’s ‘ere young 
man, 'e’s ‘opeless.”. And 
the E. O. remarked that 
he'd call another day. 


eZ 
<7 


* 
NUMEROUS _ inquiries 
have been received at 99 
as to the reason of the Skunk’s absence from the Horse Show last 
week. The explanation is very simple. A. SLOPER's priceless colt 
is not a hackney. it’s a racer. Any real judge of blood stock can 
see that ata glance, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR ron THB WEEK ENDING MARCH 23np, 1595, 
—— 


17th March, 1712.—A proclamation was made t};, a 
offeringa reward of £100 to anyone that should discover a Mohay 
or Mohock. ‘ These disorderly ruftians,” says Peter Cunning), 
“seldom ventured within the City proper, where the watch 
more efficient, but took their stand about St. Clement Danv .. 
Covent Garden, breaking the watchman’s lantern and halberd ., 
frequently locking him up in his own stand-box.” me 


18th March, 1398.—The first mayoralty of Sir Rj, 
Whittington expired this day, He served the office of Lord Mac 
three times. Fitz Alwhyn held office for twenty-four years,” 


19th March, 1889.—The Daily Telegraph of this date a, 
“ There are abn more Quietists in the Sst than the mae 
Mount Athos; and worthy people who hold the unnecessari| 
sensational in horror, are devoutly hoping that the revived chaz 
among girls for masquerading in boys’ clothes will not develop, 
it threatens to do, to the proportion of an epidemic. Yet ani, 
cheap and equivocal Rosalind has just turned up at Dubiin, w,.,. 
a youth, ostensibly a lad of fourteen, was sent to Kilmainham (.. 
for fourteen days as a wandering vagrant. At the prison tj, 
seeming Ind turned out to be 2 young woman, and was ¢o},.! 
quently removed to the gaol for female prisoners at Grangegor,, 
where she has becn dressed in the garments of her own sex, yj; 
said to look and feel intensely uncomfortable therein. Of cour. 
this emulator of Miss Harriet Muir and the Chevalier D'Eon, j, 
told a wonderfully circumstantial story of her life and adventur. 
According to her own showing, she has always, for some mysteri,, 
reason, been brought up as a boy, and has never owned to ay; 
other name than that of John Bradley. Perhaps, medical 1. 
may have to speculate whether this Jropensiy among girls {,; 
assuming the garments of the opposite sex is not a Practically 
novel form of hysteria.” 


20th March, 1875.—A man named Jackson this day bu 
barously murdered both his father and mother. 


2ist March, 

died this day, aged sixty-two. He wrote many pl 
time were 

that F.C. 


22nd March, 1887,—An extraordmary case of prolonge: 
sleep or catalepsy occurred at an hotel in Greek Street, Soho, |: 
appears that on this day a Frenchman named Chauffat came to th. 
above hotel. He had in his possession £32. At abvut six o'clo:; 
on Thursday morning he returned to the hotel in Greek 


said, “ They robbed me of 800 francs,” also adding a remark abou 
the coachman, and then relapsing into his former state. 


23rd March, 1848.—Samuel Vale, comedian, died this dir 
or on the 24th, aged fifty-one. It has been stated that a characte 
he played suggested “Sam Weller” to Charles Dickens. 


————e 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF 
SLOPER FAMILY. 
No. 10.—How THE JUVENILE JUBILEE JUDICIOUSLY JUBILATLD 
WHEN SLOPE the Soaker was filled to the brim 
With the delicate drink that is dearest to him, 
Then jubilant Jubilee said, “ From the fob 
Of my drunken old dad I will cunningly rob 
My money-box key, and I'll then cut a dash 
For a week or ten days with my money-box cash!” 
So decided, so done. And the key was 
i the crafty and Rue Angered yi: 
And good to be seen, while he squandered his hoard, 
Was the jubilant Jubilee’s joy 


A fortnight thereafter, quoth Jubilee, “ Ma, 
Will you please get the =f of my cash-box from Pa, 
And see if my coin is all right and all square? ; 
Seventy shillings and ninepence 1 ought to have there. 
So requested, so done. And Dame Sloper did see 
That the cash-box was om ag as empty could be. _ 
Then Jubilee whimpered, “Oh, Ma! it’s past bearing 
That Pa should thus plunder his boy !" 
And good to be seen, when his Ma started swearing, 
Was jubilant J ubilee's joy! 
The wife of the Mound put the Mound in a nook, 
And a poker, a broom and a shovel she took. 
And the poker, the broom and the shovel she broke 
O’er the ears of the Rorty Rubiginous Bloke ; . 
And “I'll kill you stone dead,” she indignantly shrieked. | 
“If you don’t give my darling the cash you have sneaked ! 
And the Eminent, fearing she'd shatter his nob, 
Said, “I'll stump up the dibs to the boy.” 
And good to be seen, when he got seventy bob, 
Was the jubilant Jubilee's joy! 


THE 


A DOUBTFUL DEBT. 

HE was paaly ever to be found in his chambers, and the poor. 
confiding Strand tailor who, on the strength of his smug countet- 
ance and his honeyed tongue had “stood him” for a fifty-tive 
bob overcoat was literally wearing the paving stones of , 
Buildings away by the frequency of his callings. At last, on 
evening that was thick with fate, the recalcitrant youth, stumblins 
up the venerable staircase found the snip sitting on the landiv 
astride his “oak.” ‘ 

“At Inst, Mr. Gattenguster!” he cried, excitedly, crushing tht 
Star he had been reading in ill-disguised wrath. “1 wonder sv 
ain’t ashamed to face me!” 

“ How's that, my bonnie sportsman ? ; 

. ree joke with me, sir; haven't I waited for my money lo¥3 
enough ?” . 

“You have, old chap, ; but I can’t give you any this month. 

“Why, that’s exactly what you said early in February ! 

“Weil, hang it all—it was true, wasn’t it?” 


* * ° ° ° - 
Nobody heard the body fall—according to the evidence at e 
snquest—but a certain elderly tailor was observed to be aa 
agitated when he read the account of the finding of the mang’) 
remains in his evening ha'porth next night, and, as he straightctt 
out his nerves with a six of brandy at Short’s the boy behin #4 
counter wondered why he muttered: “Not to blame—not 
blame—flesh and blood couldn't stand it!” 


een aaa 
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WARNINGS AGAINST WARLIKENESS. = 
Certain Humaniterians have, it is pag coge objecting phen 


sti ocube Brit” th the ida] 


Curcass ? Qe'weo curious ways 
17 nohrvyage \ Among our ts now- 
Tv0 ys, 
UB And now these fads 
i da Sa ‘Affect the lads, 


Lest they should grow too 


For fs ‘Proposed that cut- 
lass drill 


[be nil 
And singlestick should now 
On training-ships, 
Lest they give tips 
To —o lads too “ War- 


11. 
They probably will next 


es: 
No soldier shall be taught to fire 
Nor shown a gun 
(Not e’en in fun) 

When most sided ike ; 
While mentioning swords will be forbid, 
And all gunpowder deeply hid, 

t Tommy A. 
Should scent the fra: 
And perhaps be made feel “ warlike.” 


——_>—— 


WHY SHE WISHED IT. 

HERE was a look of determination, of fixed resolve, upon the 
ures of the fair young matron this evening. She was unusually 
nt all through dinner, and it was only when that meal had been 
noved and her lord and master well-settled down to his first pipe, 
she ventured to broach the subject uppermost in her mind. 
‘Arthur,” she said, drawing her chair confidentially to his side, 
» you know it is a whole six months to-day since you gave up 
ting dr——since you became a teetotaler?” 
Her husband sighed. 
Is that all?” he remarked, wearily ; “it seems like six years.” 
Six years’ hard labour, eh?” she queried, with a smile. 
Well—er—yes, since you ask me,” he admitted: “but there, 
"t let us oe the subject. I’ve made the sacrifice—be satis- 
that you've our own way.” 
You aie aderined me, Arthur,” she cried, cael “T know 
‘ve been very noble and—and self-denying ; but 1 can’t forget 

it is all for my sake, and—and, do you know, I've fancicd 
ly that—that perhaps, after all, it doesn’t agree with you.” 
I'm quite sure of that,” he said, decisively. 
Ah! I knew it,” she exclaimed. “I was hasty, Arthur. I 
uaded you for the best, dear, but 1 see my mistake. Your 
titution requires — er — er — 


sional stimulant ; it was cruel Aas 
selfish of me to overlook Ay = 
; but you will forgive mo Aa: 

hur, and—and you will take }} 


r glass or two as before.” 
Thank you,” he responded, 
lv; “but suppose I don’t wisa 
vail myself of your 
n reap ; 
—er—of course, 
ou faney—that is— 
I'm sure you've not 
m feeling well lately.” 
stammered, con- 
ly. 
e put down his pipe 
faced her squarely. 
Look here, Ada,” 
said, sternly, ‘there 
ome other reason— 
e reason of your 
other than a— 
mm !— natural desire 
my welfare that induces you to talk like this. Come, out with 
r by Sir Wilfrid Lawson, I'll stick to small lemons for life!” 
he threat, and the evident sincerity with which it was uttered, 
ed her apparent uneasiness. She fidgeted a little in her chair, 
pking deeply, and then, rising suddeuly, threw her arms caress- 
ly around his neck. 
You dear old boy!” she exclaimed, “I’ll—I will be quite 
nk with you—quite ; but you must promis not to be angry.” 
Very well, I promise, then,” he said. 
Weil, then, love,” she went on, “the real truth of the matter is 
: Of course, I don't like to see you give way to habitual 
mperance ; but ey Arthur, since you_ became teetotaler, 
ve been too dreadfully steady. You used to attend dinners 
psionally, dear,and smoking concerts, and—and lodge banquets, 
the condition in which you returned on those occasions was 
unfrequently such as to induce you to appease my natural 
gnation with a new bonnet or cloak, or even, after an exception- 
disgraceful exhibition, a little cheque. But, Arthur,”—and 
was a plaintive ring in her voice—‘ you never do it now, 
grown positively shabby in my ordinary dress allowance, and 
u keep teetotaler much longer 1 sha’n’t have a rag to my back. 
k here, Arthur, darling, I’m really pining for a thorough Spring 
t; to-morrow re shall go and celebrate your release from 
sonism, and all I can say is, goin for a buster, Arthur, go in 
in bustez |” 


” 


—_——————_ 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 272.—TnHne Wuite IWLART GIRL. 
LIGHTLY, lightly | home 


id hie, 
As if my body had been 
Transported through the 
azure sky 
By a Maxim flying 
machine. 
For the buffet belle 
Had beguiled me well 
With the lovingest smile 
T had ever seen. 


Sweetly, sweetly I slept 
that night, 
And there rose on my 
dreaming eye 
An angel bright, a celes- 
tial sprite, 
Like a fay from acloud- 
less sky. 
And I swore that she 
Should my wee wife be, 
Ere a month and a weck 
and a day passed by. 


Sadly, sadly I bow my 


head, 
And fiercely T fret and 
frown ; 
For that beautiful creature I ne'er shall wed, 
Having found (with a heart cast down) 
That her exquisite smile 
Is a trade-winning wile, 
Which is given to all the young mashers in Town! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—_—_— 


Port EviIzaBETH, 8. AFRICA, January 20th, 1895. 

Dear ALLY SLOPER,—Your “ Christmas Box” of Pitts arrived 
most opportunely. At the end of a long South African summer 
day, we had in the usual conservative manner of Englishmen 
indulged in a Christmas dinner with the therm. at 9” in the 
shade. The result was inevitable, we had to pay the penalty of 
our indiscretion. We might have exclaimed with Horatius 
Lt core “ Meum secun fervet bile difficile ”"—we felt as if |Table 
Mountain in the shape of a plum-pudding was pressing down on 
the region of our epigastrium. At rather a late hour we retired 
to sleep—perchance to dream—but before doing so we took “one 
PILL,” and this was our “Midsummer's Night’s Dream”: The 
handsome ball-room of our Town Hall was brilliantly lighted up— 
the occasion being a Bazaar for the benetit of the Children’s 
Ifospital in Great Ormond Street. On a raised dais covered with 
crimson cloth were two chairs occupied by Yourself and Ma; the 
stalls were kept by Tootsie and her friends, Business was at first 
rather slow, but un the yr age be of a crowd of gentlemen from the 
club, consisting of all the South African notabilities and million- 
aires from Kimberley and Johannesburg, the go and excitement 
of the evening began ; it was amusing to notice the assiduity and 
—_ of the fair keepers of the stalls, and I need hardly 
state t repose’ the old story of “Israel in Egypt "—“ they 
spoiled the Egyptians.” One of the greatest attractions of the 
was the sweet stall, I noticed several novelties in this line. 

Amal: Crackers” were in great demand, and “ Hund 
and Thousands ” were a special favourite with the youngsters. The 
“Chartered Puffs” of delicate pastry with three honey-coloured 
Cape berries were very tempting, but like the navvy who 
went for the Gladstone Claret, “we didn't seem to get any 
forrader with 'em.” Then there were “ Bulawayo Bull's Eyes,” a 
happy thought of my confrére, the clever Administrator, who 
seems to resemble Lord John Russell—‘ equal to command the 
Channel Fleet or cut for Stone.” Towards the close of the evening 
I dreamt that you and Ma left Pig seats and mingled with the 
crowd. And sally Old Friend, 1 must 4 you distinguished 
ourself, buying sorts of useless fancy t! ings, but I noticed 
the prettiest stall-keepers. The whole scene vanished, and 1 
awoke with the bright rays of a South Afri 


ican sun streaming 
across my pillow. I felt particularly well and active the following 

y. And now comes the question, the cause of the effect? The 
puddin or the Pill? My friends say the pudding, I say the Pill. 
The Pill evidently controlled the possible evils of the Pudding ; 
and henceforth 1 pin my faith to “the prescription of an Eminent 
Physician with a , bene practice in the West-End," as the Poet of 
Shoe Lane exclai : “The Pill! the Pill! the thing with which 
to rouse the Liver of the King!” Your constant er, 

“ ASCLIPIADES AFRICANUS.” 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 22.—RoDERICK RUDOLPHO SLOPER. 
Born, 1488. Hung in Chains, 1535. 

RopERICK RUDOLPHO had always been a bit wild. During the 
somewhat uneventful lifetime of his eldest brother, Raymond 
Rehenzi, he had sown broad acres of wild oats, and his sudden 
succession to the title and estates was only just in time to save him 
from a debtor's cell. 

Vastly, however, as the late lamented baron had added to the 
family income by the unquestionable success of his coining opera- 
tions, the expenditure of his brothers had more than kept pace 
with it, and erick Rudolpho found that the full settlement of 
his difficulties would greatly impoverish the Sloperian exchequer. 
With a delicate and unselfish regard, therefore, for the welfare of 
his family, he resolved to try a little change of air, while his 
solicitor filed a petition in Seskrepicr. and arranged for the 
payment of one farthing in the pound. His decision was consider- 
ably strengthened by the intelligence that the Government were 
about to make someone suffer for the misd of Raymond 
Rehenzi, and as Roderick Rudolpho had not the very slightest 
intention of doing any sort of suffering whatever, he resolved to 
leave Mildew Castle and his brothers to take care of themselves, 
and do a little globe trotting on his own. 

Roderick Rudolpho, however, was too much of a Blame not to 
combine business with pleasure. Circumstances compelled him to 
leave England, certainly, but he felt, and rightly so, that it would 
be wicked in the extreme to do nothing to render his absence 
profitable to himself. Something must be done, he felt, to pay his 
exes, His cogitations were long and deep, and, asa result, Roderick 
Rudolpho chartered a trusty barque and a ruthless crew, bought 
up a job lot of weapons, and weighed anchor, with the full deter- 
mination of making things lively for any defenceless merchantinen 
with whom he came in contact. 4 

It was soon evident that Roderick Rudolpho had found his 
vocation. He took to piracy like an advertisement canvasser to 
Scotch whisky, and in a remarkably short space of time the Black 
Rover and her captain became the terror of the high seas. He 
spared no one, and enjoys the distinction of being the inventor of 
“walking the plank,” and many other refined methods of dispatch- 
ing his victims. He it was, too, who designed the piratical ensign 
of robes and crossbones, afterwards adopted by all members of his 
profession, 

For nearly five yer he pene with impunity, and his taste 
for gore and gain inc: daily, His spoils were immense, but 
so awful were the nature of his atrocities that the British Gov- 
ernment at length decided to send out an expedition to effect his 
capture. Roderick Rudolpho fought valiantly, and four of the 
opposing men of war were sunk before the Black Rover was 
tinally conquered. What remained of her crew were slaughtered 
off-hand, but Roderick Rudolpho was brought in triumph to 
London, formally tried, and hung amid public acclamation after a 
brief and inglorious career. 

(70 be continued next week.) 
a 


THE HEIGHT OF BLISS. 
THe height of bliss in ny childhood days, 
The summit of earthly joys, 
Was to sit on the hearth of my home, and gaze 
Ona Snes of childish toys. 
And I said in my innermost heart, “ No bliss 
Which may come to mortal can equal this!" 


The height of bliss in my days of youth 
Was the blending of fond hearts twain : 
And | took to the altar my darling Ruth, 
And we took the honeymoon train. 
And I said in my innermost heart, “ No bliss 
Which may come to mortal can equal this!” 


The height of bliss in my middle age 
Was the winning of “worldly gear ”"— 
Wealth to be left, when I left life’s stage, 
To my wife and my children dear. 
And 1 said in my innermost heart, “ No bliss 
Which may come to mortal can equal this !” 
The height of bliss, in these latter years, 
When my wife and my bairns are dead, 
Is to think of the time when my smiles and tears 
Shall surcease in my graveyard bed. 
And [ say in my innermost heart, “ No bliss 
Which may come to mortal can equal this!” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
“Cheap Labour”: That of acanary singing Cheep, cheep, cheep. 
A MODERN Vamp-ire.—The anger roused by hearing an amateur 

pianist vemoth next door. ; ; 
MEM. to Ladies: Don't reciprocate a cannibal's affection—'tis 
too often a love of a “can-nibble” kind. 
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AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 
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CHAPTER II. 


By this time the reader is no doubt anxious to know why a 
bride and bridegroom should commence to snarl at one another 
before their marriage 5 
was more than a few if 
hours old. To the " 
majority such con- ' 
duct must, naturaliy, 
appear strange in the 
extreme, but then our 
hero and heroine are 
by no means an or- 
dinary pair, as the 
future development 
of this story will 
show. 

John Ainslie Morton 
had been a mediumly 
nice young man, and 
Miss Milly Devereaux 

beena nice young , 
lady, though one , 4 
would hard ly have / 
thought it from their 
style of conversation 
when on their honey- 
moon tour, Their ac- 
quaintance did not 
begin entirely at the 
altar. Their parents 
had been neighbours 
long before their 
birth, and both had 
fought and quarrelled 
with one another as 
boy and girl, and as young man and young woman each had entcr- 
tained a hearty contempt for the other. 

The forty-five thousand pounds which had been the cause of their 
union had been bequeathed to the boy and girl on condition that 
they married when John Ainslie Morton reached the age of twenty- 
three and when Milly Devereaux was twenty-two. The testator 

, was an aunt of Miss Devereaux—a Scotch aunt, with o very senti- 
mental respect for early marriage, chiefly engendered, it was 
believed, from the fact that she in her unmoneyed days had 
lingered too long waiting for a lover who died of brandy and the 
climate at Calcutta. When wealth did come to her she considered 
herself too old for a romance, and was content to build up 
a charming idyl on the future of her only niece wedded to John 

Ainslie Morton, in whom she fancied she saw some resemblance to 

the lover who had _ suc- 
cumbed to the combining 
influences aforesaid at 
Calcutta. The old lady 
had confined this romance 
to her own bosom, so that 
her heroine and _ hero 
agreed fairly well, not- 
withstanding some minor 
quarrels, during her life- 
time. But when her death 
took place, and her will 
was read, war broke out at 
once between the pair. 

The will was very ex- 
plicit. If these two mar- 
ried the forty-five thou- 

sand pounds invested in 

Soldado_ Silver Mine 

shares was to become 
theirs equally, otherwise 
the whole sum was to be 
devoted to spreading 
theology and rum and 
other things among the 
inhabitants of Western 


The Scotch aunt. 


frica. 

Milly Devereaux, when 
informed of her desti- 
nation, merely said 
“What!” with an into- 
mation that carried a 
protest in general, and 
a renunciation of her 
share of the bargain in 
particular. John Morton, who resided in chambers in the Temple, 
ostensibly earning a living as a barrister, but really as a news- 
paper hack, shrugged his shoulders when he read the com- 
munication, and remarked, “ Well, I’m d—d!" 

When the happy pair met to discuss matters there was little 
discussion and much recrimination. <A pair of not unbecoming 
noses went up into the air, two pairs of shoulders were viciously 
shrugged, the lady more than ever forcibly enunciated the deter- 
mination that she would “ Never, never, upon any consideration,” 
and in confidential moments John Ainslie Morton confided to his 
favourite pipe that he was as was aforesaid, 

The couple quarrelled in private, and would not speak to each 
other in public. The African heathen for several months ran au 
imminent risk of getting an unusual crop of theology. 

Relatives implored that the two persons most interested in the 
matter should come to a 
sensible understanding 
with a view to prevent so 
much money going out of 
the family. 

It was pointed out to 
John Ainslie Morton that 
it would be many years 
ere he would attain 2 com- 
petency, either asa barris- 
ter or asa newspaper hack. 
He was firm. 

He was reminded that 
the interest of one-half of 
forty-five thousand would 
produce many comforts 
that would atone for the 
loss of some of the com- 
forts of bachelor life. - 
John Ainslie Morton 
wavered, 

When it was hinted that 
Milly Devereaux had de- 
clared that he was an ugly 
wretch, he yielded, 

With Milly a reminder 
that such wealth inferred 
many beautiful bonnets, 
provoked obstinacy. A 
casual remark that John 
Ainslie Morton was in 
love with Florence Brown- 
low irritated her into a 
declaration that he would ; 
never marry that lady. She would marry him, out of spite. 

Mutual friends fanned the tlames, the heathen was defrauded and 
disinherited. The pair were made one, but just. asa pair of * corner 
man’s” bones—they were only one to make a row. 


(To be continued neat week.) 


“What!” 


* Wal, Uurd—d!" 


ww 
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THE « ” 
one atT GAELae AN ACCEPTABLE INCUMBRANCE. 


No. 368.—Mr. FRED EVERLEIGH, F.O.S. 


“Mr. Fred Everleigh is one of those fortunate individuals who are 
born to achieve greatness. No matter what profession or calling 


circumstances lead them to adopt, they are bound to make a success 

~ hed ppeetye liners ec —— was Felgen sey e First Swell, So you have married a young widow. Harry ? A ROD IN PICKLE. 

se an. in an ease con’ Second Stell asked 

Rrcbblsbepris o€' Onaberiury. 11 Se hele inawhe Giagems heweeer; gies Parl ace rs ge acs 
I ry. To their ite however, First Swell. Any incum)rance ? 

young Frederick refused to adopt either the Law, the Church, or any hee ack ee aoe ee nT ee es meee alt ont bec ¢ 

of the other learned professions, for the simple reason that he felt nd Surell, much ; abou! a year, preg nee ‘eaak ’ 

cutout for the Stage. The tal wrath was something frightful, r. Henpeek. Haven't you any ones 


sevcatanlrentduns and GONE WE sabe a taaee, Mincerit corecetes 
wens appalting, but genius tslaapha ever ai, and Peed os lenin A FRIGHTFUL CONDITION OF THINGS. 
blossomed iuto a music-hall comedian of exceptional ability, and 

success, 


i 1 
Barber (having om eustomer comfortably lathered), Yessir, 
awful thing this influenza. I'm only just getting over it myself. 


© Well, how did you like Lomion?” “Not at all. Why, mon, you cauna wear a shirt 
there more than a month because of the soot!” “ But it’s an emetic.” “I don't care what it is; 1 only know I cau't keep it down.” 


DISCUSSING HER BIRTHDAY PRESENT. GIRLS BILLY’S PROPOSED TO. THE MODERN PLAYWRIGHT. 


] 
ADVICE GRATIS, y 
“Now mark me, Adams, if you don't take something for that I 
cold of yours at once—” “Thankce kindly, yer honour; 
three penn'orty, o' Unsweetened, ‘ot.” 
( 
3 
\ 
X 
Billy Idu’t ste} 
He (economicaliy). If 1 get you a nice pair of gloves, ‘S hes, Sr Ne pase the qasstion bye wee 
my dear—er—you—er—won't want a ring, Unhappily he “dropped into verse,” aml arene AOSOO cum A eeaat tori 
“gay, Jem, have you been fighting the building trade? Some- She, If you get me a nice ring I shan't want—er— _that settled it. Lilly's poetry is enough to a tony aa en a re eee ee 5 
one’s been interfering with your ancient lights, gloves at all. ic: hey yive—free activ! 3 - 
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